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Author's  Note 


Mary  Brown  was  replaced  as  Chairman 
of  the  Ontario  Film  Censor  Board  just 
before  this  book  went  to  press. 


FOUL  PUS  FROM  DEAD  DOGS 


On  a  bright  Monday  morning  in  June,  Mary  Brown,  Chairman 
of  the  Ontario  Film  Censor  Board,  arrived  at  her  place  of 
work,  the  nondescript  one-story  building  at  the  corner  of 
Millwood  and  Laird  (between  the  C.P.R.  railroad  tracks  and 
the  Leaside  Community  Arena) ,  and  discovered  the  body  of  a 
dead  dog  on  the  front  doorstep.     It  was  a  medium-size  German 
shepherd.     Its  mouth  and  eyes  were  open,  and  its  tongue  hung 
out  of  its  mouth. 

Mary's  first  reaction  was  one  of  anger.     This  must  be 
yet  another  cruel  joke  perpetrated  by  an  enemy  of  Decency. 
Perhaps  it  was  the  same  person  or  persons  who  had  painted  a 
swastika  on  the  side  of  the  building,  or  who  had  sent  the 
Board  a  Mafia-style  death  threat  in  a  letter  made  up  of  words 
clipped  from  a  newspaper,  or  who  had  phoned  in  a  bomb  threat, 
or  who  had  sprinkled  broken  glass  on  the  driveway. 

Mary  was  a  steel-nerved  person  who  was  not  easily  upset, 
and  so  her  second  reaction  did  not  come  until  she  attempted 
to  turn  the  dog  over  on  its  side  to  look  for  a  possible 
wound.     The  hidden  side  of  the  dog  revealed  several  large 
fistulas  from  which  seeped  a  large  quantity  of  foul-smelling 
pus.    Parts  of  the  dog's  internal  organs  could  be  seen.  Most 
of  the  blood  was  clotted.    Mary  instinctively  dropped  the 
dead  animal  and  turned  away,  struggling  to  suppress  a  feeling 
of  nausea.    01ny  my  God!  she  said  to  herself. 

At  that  moment,  two  of  the  secretaries  came  walking  up 
the  driveway.     "Oh!"  said  one  of  them  in  shock,  and  they  both 
covered  their  mouths. 

"Girls,  we  don't  want  the  press  to  know  anything  about 
this,  do  you  understand?"  said  Mary  firmly.     They  both 
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nodded,  unable  to  speak. 

Police  from  53  Division  arrived  a  half  hour  later.  P.C. 
Patrick  and  P.C.  Brown  (no  relation  to  Mary)  examined  the  dog 
briefly,  asked  a  few  questions,  and  then  carefully  put  it  in 
a  plastic  bag  and  took  it  away.     They  also  agreed  to  say  no- 
thing to  the  press. 

All  the  office  staff,  the  permanent  staff  censors,  and 
those  part-time  censors  on  duty  for  that  day  saw  the  dog.  A 
couple  of  the  men  were  brave  enough  to  touch  it.     "Poor  lit- 
tle thing,"  one  of  them  said.     "What  kind  of  person  would  do 
such  a  thing?" 

"There  are  a  lot  of  sick  people  in  this  world,"  replied 
Mary,  although  it  wasn't  clear  whether  her  colleague  was  re- 
ferring to  who  would  kill  a  dog  or  who  would  show  such  con- 
tempt for  the  Censor  Board.     But  such  a  distinction  hardly 
mattered,  did  it?    Moral  corruption  could  take  many  forms. 

The  Board  went  to  work  that  day  with  a  particular  deter- 
mination to  eradicate  filth. 

Mary  called  the  office  of  her  boss,  the  Minister  of  Con- 
sumer and  Commercial  Relations,  but  the  Minister  was  in  a 
meeting.     She  left  a  message  for  him  to  call  her  but  did  not 
say  what  it  was  about  because  she  did  not  trust  the  Minis- 
ter's office  staff  to  keep  their  mouths  shut. 

That  night,  Mary  sat  in  bed  reading  her  Bible  —  The 
Book  of  Judges,  Chapter  19.     She  read  about  the  Levite  who 
stopped  with  his  concubine  at  an  old  man's  house  in  Gibeah. 
As  they  were  eating  and  drinking,  the  wicked  men  of  the  town 
beset  the  house  and  demanded  that  the  visitor  be  brought  out 
so  that  they  might  sodomize  him.     The  old  man  tried  to  pla- 
cate the  crowd  by  offering  them  his  virgin  daughter  as  well 
as  the  visitor's  concubine.     But  the  men  would  not  hearken 
to  him.     So  the  Levite  took  out  his  concubine  and  offered  her 
to  them  himself,  and  this  time  they  took  her.     They  raped  her 
all  night  long.     In  the  morning,  the  Levite  found  her  on  the 
doorstep  of  the  house  and  said,  "Up,  and  let  us  be  going," 
but  she  was  unconscious.     So  he  picked  her  up  and  put  her  on 
an  ass  and  continued  with  her  to  his  home.     And  when  he  ar- 
rived home,  he  took  the  woman's  body  into  his  house  and  cut 
her  into  twelve  pieces  with  a  knife  and  sent  the  pieces  into 
all  the  coasts  of  Israel. 

Mary  put  the  book  down  and  imagined  the  incident.  How 
did  it  feel  to  be  raped  by  a  mob  all  night  long?    What  did 
the  woman  look  like  dead  on  her  master's  table  as  he  put  the 
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knife  into  her?    Mary  dwelt  upon  the  scene  in  her  mind  at 
length  until  she  became  aware  of  a  pain  around  her  left 
cheekbone.     She  touched  it.     A  spot  on  her  cheek  felt  swol- 
len.    She  immediately  got  up,  went  to  the  bathroom,  and 
looked  at  it  in  the  mirror.     A  strange  reddish  boil  was  com- 
ing up  on  her  face  before  her  very  eyes.     The  pain  continued 
to  intensify.     0h3  my  God3  what's  happening?  thought  Mary. 
And  then  she  uttered  an  exclamation  of  pain  as  the  boil  rupt- 
ured, spurting  a  gob  of  bloody  pus  against  the  mirror.  In 
panic,  she  fumbled  for  her  first  aid  supplies  in  the  medicine 
cabinet.     She  tore  a  piece  of  cotton  from  a  package,  soaked 
it  with  hydrogen  peroxide,  and  held  it  against  the  boil  for 
a  minute  or  two  as  she  wondered  what  could  be  the  cause  of 
it.     The  pain  gradually  subsided.     When  she  removed  the 
bloody  dressing  and  looked  in  the  mirror  again,  the  boil  had 
almost  disappeared,  and  only  a  little  patch  of  pink  could  be 
seen. 

In  another  part  of  town,  another  censor  sat  by  the  win- 
dow of  his  darkened  bedroom  looking  through  a  telescope.  It 
was  Jock,  the  one  who  had  said,  "Poor  little  thing,"  regard- 
ing the  dog.     Jock  considered  himself  the  archetypal  sturdy 
Scotsman.     He  wore  tartan  jackets,  carried  a  knobby  stick 
whose  only  purpose  was  to  allow  him  to  imagine  that  he  was 
walking  through  the  highlands  even  when  he  was  only  shopping 
in  the  Eaton  Centre,  and  spoke  with  a  deliberate  Scottish  ac- 
cent although  he  had  left  Scotland  with  his  parents  at  the 
age  of  one.     He  thought  there  was  nothing  to  make  a  man  feel 
grander  than  to  put  in  a  hard  day's  work  censoring  dirty  mo- 
vies and  then  sit  down  to  a  nice  plate  of  haggis.  Unfortu- 
nately, since  the  death  of  his  wife,  he  rarely  enjoyed  haggis 
except  when  invited  by  one  of  his  traditional  Scottish 
friends  for  a  holiday  dinner.     Now  he  thought  there  was  no- 
thing grander  than  to  come  home  from  a  hard  day's  work  cen- 
soring dirty  movies  and  spend  the  evening  looking  through  his 
telescope  at  the  dormitory  of  Branksome  Hall,  the  prestigious 
prep  school  for  girls.     In  three  years  of  intensive  spying 
he  had  seen  a  bare  tit  only  a  few  times,  but  he  felt  that 
the  best  was  yet  to  come  as  society  continued  to  degenerate 
morally.     He  would  sit  naked  on  the  edge  of  his  bed,  rub  his 
penis,  observe  the  occasional  transits  of  young  teenage  bo- 
dies across  partly  screened  windows,  and  select  one  of  seven 
fantasies  according  to  a  system  based  on  numbers  selected 
randomly  from  the  phone  book:   1)  naked  girl  tied  to  a  table 
being  covered  with  large  black  leeches,  2)  naked  girl  with 
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big  breasts  being  chased  through  the  woods  by  a  motorcycle 
gang,  3)  naked  girl  masturbating  him  at  a  urinal  in  the  men's 
washroom  of  a  deserted  factory,  4)  naked  girl  tied  crosswise 
over  a  log  with  her  ass  up  being  fucked  by  a  hyena,  5)  very 
young  girl  sucking  his  penis  in  a  motel  while  he  watches  un- 
censored  X-rated  movies,  6)  having  young  girls  come  to  his 
house  for  "music  lessons"  and  then  whipping  them,  or  7)  the 
mad  Nazi  doctor's  laboratory,  in  which  young  girls  are  the 
guinea  pigs.     These  were  all  generic  fantasies  that  allowed 
for  numerous  variations. 

Jock's  exercise  in  voyeurism  would  continue  as  long  as 
there  was  a  lighted  window  he  could  get  within  view  of  his 
telescope,  even  if  he  had  already  masturbated  to  the  point  of 
exhaustion.     Then  he  would  lie  in  bed,  look  up  at  the  black- 
ness of  the  room,  and  imagine  God  looking  down  at  him.  And 
he  would  think  to  himself,  God  knows  my  weakness.     God  under- 
stands my  needs.     And  he  would  imagine  a  little  red  devil  at- 
tached by  a  long  rope  to  a  pole  in  the  backyard  of  a  house. 
The  devil  would  exhaust  himself  by  running  around  as  much  as 
the  rope  would  allow.     This  devil,  Jock  knew,  was  the  one  in- 
side him,  and  he  reasoned  that  by  allowing  this  devil  to  work 
off  his  nervous  energies,  he  avoided  a  greater  sin.  There- 
fore, his  own  nightly  exercises  were  entirely  justified.  How- 
ever, Jock  did  not  extend  this  logic  to  the  other  citizens  of 
Ontario,  who  might  enjoy  giving  their  own  little  devils  a  bit 
of  a  run  by  means  of  explicit  movies  or  videotapes.     He  did- 
n't trust  them  the  way  he  trusted  himself. 

As  Jock  lay  in  bed  thinking  about  the  imaginary  girl  and 
the  hyena,  he  became  aware  of  a  pain  on  his  ass,  like  a  short 
hair  being  pulled  out  of  his  skin.     He  rubbed  it,  but  it  did 
not  go  away.    When  he  felt  a  peculiar  swelling,  he  got  up  at 
once  and  went  to  the  bathroom  to  try  to  determine  the  cause 
of  the  pain.     Using  a  small  hand  mirror,  he  got  a  look  at  the 
affected  area  —  a  purplish  bump  that  seemed  to  swell  before 
his  eyes.     He  became  alarmed  and  put  a  wash  cloth  under  the 
cold  running  water  and  applied  it  to  the  strange  boil.  The 
coolness  mitigated  the  pain  momentarily,  but  then  it  came 
back,  and  he  felt  the  skin  break.     His  heart  pounding  with 
fright,  he  prayed  that  this  was  nothing  serious.     When  he 
slowly  removed  the  cold  wash  cloth,  he  saw  that  it  was 
stained  with  a  deposit  of  bloody  pus  that  gave  off  a  rank 
smell.     Then  the  pain  started  to  lessen.     He  applied  some 
disinfectant  to  the  broken  skin  and  covered  it  with  a  large 
band-aid. 

Suddenly  ashamed  of  his  nakedness,  although  there  was  no 
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one  to  see  it,  he  put  on  his  pajamas.     Then  he  went  to  the 
kitchen,  poured  himself  a  whisky,  and  drank  it.  Somewhat 
calmer  now,  he  went  to  bed  and  slept  on  his  side  to  avoid  ir- 
ritating the  skin.     The  next  morning,  the  affected  area 
looked  completely  normal. 

On  Tuesday  morning,  Mary  Brown  received  a  call  from  her 
boss,  the  Minister  of  Consumer  and  Commercial  Relations.  Ma- 
ry had  worked  under  several  different  Ministers  —  the  cabi- 
net being  subject  to  occasional  shuffling  —  but  she  had  less 
confidence  in  this  one  because  he  was  not  a  Conservative  and 
because  they  did  not  know  each  other  very  well.     He  had  also 
once  made  a  mildly  critical  statement  about  censorship  while 
a  Member  of  the  Opposition.     The  Minister  asked  Mary  to  re- 
count the  incident  with  the  dog,  and  after  she  did  so,  he 
told  her  that  she  had  handled  the  matter  properly.     He  also 
assured  her  that  the  press  would  never  find  out.     There  was  a 
degree  of  nervousness  in  his  voice,  and  Mary  felt  some  con- 
tempt for  him.    Ministers  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff  — 
like  herself.     He  also  said  that  he  would  ask  the  police  for 
a  report.     "There1 s  always  the  chance  it  was  just  a  freak 
coincidence  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  Board,"  he  said. 

"It's  possible,  but  I  doubt  it,"  said  Mary. 

After  her  conversation,  she  opened  the  Board's  mail.  In 
it  was  a  request  from  a  civic  organization  to  give  a  lunch- 
eon talk.     She  would  accept  it.     There  was  also  a  handwritten 
and  barely  legible  letter  from  a  well-wisher: 

Dear  Miss  or  Mrs.  Mary  Brown, 

I  think  you  are  doing  a  very  fine  job  in  keeping  bad 
porno  movies  out  of  Ontario.     With  all  the  sex  crimes  and 
promiscutey  going  on  these  days  it  is  grattifying  that  some- 
one is  doing  something  about  it.     We  never  needed  this  sort 
of  dirty  stuff  in  our  day  and  it  is  a  bad  sign  that  it  has 
become  so' popular.    I  am  almost  blind  and  sometimes  think 
I  am  better  off  for  it,    I  hope  you  will  continue  to  use  a 
strong  hand  to  keep  Ontario  clean  and  safe. 

Yours  Truely, 
Mrs.  Edith  Elms  ley 
The  return  address  was  that  of  an  old  age  home  in  Kit- 
chener. 

Mary  smiled  in  satisfaction.     For  every  intellectual 
snob  crying  out  to  save  art  movies  there  were  a  hundred  Edith 
Elmsleys.     What's  more,  they  all  voted.     She  put  the  letter 
in  a  special  file  marked  "Letters  of  Support."    The  file  was 
an  inch  thick,  and  that  was  just  for  the  current  year. 
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That  afternoon,  Mary  and  eight  other  censors  viewed  the 
new  Charles  Bronson  movie,  a  violent  drama  with  two  rape 
scenes.     Through  long  years  of  experience,  she  knew  exactly 
what  to  cut  and  how  to  make  the  cuts  virtually  undetectable 
to  the  public.     In  theory,  she  was  just  one  censor  with  one 
vote,  but  no  other  censor  would  raise  a  serious  challenge  to 
her  judgment.     In  the  past,  censors  who  were  too  liberal  had 
been  made  sufficiently  uncomfortable  that  they  either  knuck- 
led under  or  quit.     At  the  present  time  the  Board  was  so  con- 
servative that  she  occasionally  found  herself  in  the  position 
of  having  to  dampen  their  extremism.     She  realized  that  film 
censorship  was  a  political  balancing  act  that  required  her  to 
prevent  the  Board  from  looking  blatantly  stupid  in  the  eyes 
of  too  many  people.    When  one  of  her  younger  colleagues,  Ma- 
rilyn, suggested  cutting  one  of  the  rape  scenes  in  the  Bron- 
son movie  entirely,  Mary  explained  calmly  how  it  could  be  ed- 
ited without  too  much  damage  to  the  film-maker's  "artistic 
license. " 

Marilyn  was  26-years-old  and  quite  homely.     She  lived 
with  an  equally  homely  roommate,  did  not  have  a  boyfriend, 
and  was  obsessed  with  fantasies  of  rape.     The  rape  scene  she 
had  wanted  to  cut  was  f righteningly  close  to  her  recurrent 
fantasy.     She  also  read  all  the  rape  stories  in  the  newspa- 
pers and  kept  a  list  of  the  men  involved  so  that  if  they 
should  ever  escape  from  jail,  she  would  know  to  be  careful. 
She  imagined  stories  about  herself  being  raped  and  how  the 
rapist  would  be  executed  for  his  crime,  although  at  the  pre- 
sent time  there  was  no  capital  punishment.     Every  night  in 
bed,  she  would  masturbate  with  a  penis-shaped  vibrator  and 
recreate  her  fantasy,  substituting  the  most  recent  rapist  she 
had  read  about  or  someone  she  had  seen  on  the  bus  who  looked 
like  a  rapist.    Yes,  at  a  certain  level  she  was  convinced  she 
was  desirable  to  all  these  perverts.     But  she  would  never 
permit  herself  to  come  while  the  vibrator  was  inside  her  be- 
cause that  would  symbolize  her  approval  of  the  act.     No,  the 
man  would  use  her  as  a  piece  of  meat  and  then  leave  her.  The 
removal  of  the  vibrator  represented  his  departure,  after 
which  she  could  masturbate  in  another  way  with  a  clear  con- 
science. 

Marilyn  accepted  Mary's  judgment  on  the  rape  scene  with- 
out an  argument,  although  she  was  unhappy  about  it.     As  long 
as  the  movie  played  anywhere  in  Ontario,  she  considered  her- 
self personally  in  danger.     She  knew  that  men  got  ideas  from 
these  movies.     But  her  good  rapport  with  her  Chairman  was, 
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of  course,  of  more  immediate  importance. 

Near  the  end  of  the  day,  Marilyn  went  into  the  ladies1 
room  and,  while  sitting  on  the  toilet,  felt  a  painful  swell- 
ing on  the  inside  of  her  thigh.     A  purple  boil  came  to  a  head 
as  she  watched  it,  and  the  skin  broke  and  released  a  smelly 
discharge  of  pus  and  blood.     The  frightened  girl  wiped  it  off 
with  toilet  tissue,  and  the  first  thought  that  came  to  her 
was  that  she  had  caught  a  venereal  disease  from  the  toilet 
seat.     But  that  was  impossible.     Then  she  thought  of  the  dead 
dog,  which  she  had  seen  but  not  touched.     Perhaps  one  of  the 
other  female  employees  had  touched  it  and  transmitted  the 
germs  to  the  toilet  seat. 

When  one  of  the  secretaries  came  in  and  sat  in  the  next 
stall,  Marilyn  got  out  at  once  and  went  back  to  her  office. 
The  boil  had  stopped  discharging.     By  the  time  she  got  home, 
the  skin  was  completely  healed. 

That  night  in  bed,  Mary  Brown  sat  reading  her  Bible  a- 
gain.     Tonight  it  was  Genesis,  Chapter  19  —  the  story  of 
Lot's  flight  from  Sodom,  the  destruction  of  Sodom  and  Gomor- 
rah, and  Lot's  wife  being  turned  into  a  pillar  of  salt.  But 
the  best  part  —  the  part  they  always  skipped  over  in  Sunday 
School  —  came  later,  after  Lot  and  his  two  daughters  took 
refuge  in  a  cave.     The  elder  daughter  said  to  the  younger, 
"Our  father  is  old,  and  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  earth  to 
come  in  unto  us  after  the  manner  of  all  the  earth.     Come,  let 
us  make  our  father  drink  wine,  and  we  will  lie  with  him,  that 
we  may  preserve  seed  of  our  father."    And  that  night,  the  el- 
der daughter  got  her  father  drunk  and,  according  to  the  Bib- 
le, had  intercourse  with  him  without  his  realizing  it.  And 
the  next  morning,  she  bade  her  sister  to  do  the  same.     And  on 
the  second  night,  they  got  their  father  drunk  again,  and  the 
younger  daughter  had  intercourse  with  him.     And  once  again 
Lot  was  supposedly  too  drunk  to  realize  what  was  happening, 
yet  he  successfully  impregnated  them  both.     The  elder  daught- 
er had  a  son,  named  Moab;  the  younger  daughter  also  had  a 
son,  named  Ben-ammi. 

Mary  put  the  book  down  and  tried  to  imagine  exactly  how 
it  happened.     Could  Lot  really  have  been  unaware  of  these 
acts  of  incest  and  yet  have  achieved  ejaculation?     It  must 
have  been  God's  will  because  He  had  picked  Lot  from  among  all 
the  inhabitants  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  as  the  only  man  good 
enough  to  save.     So,  in  effect,  God  was  sanctioning  incest. 
Did  the  daughters  enjoy  it?    Were  they  motivated  by  lust?  If 
not,  then  by  what  reasoning  did  they  believe  they  had  to 
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"preserve  (his)  seed"  when  they  themselves  were  his  off- 
spring?    The  daughters  must  have  been  motivated  by  perver- 
sion, and  Lot  himself  pretended  not  to  be  aware  because  he 
had  always  desired  his  daughters.    Incest  between  a  man  and 
his  two  daughters*     Mary  could  see  it:  the  cave,  the  daught- 
ers straddling  their  father's  penis  as  he  lay  on  his  back.... 
And  there  must  have  been  other  things  the  Bible  left  out. 
She  could  just  imagine.... 

Mary  touched  her  left  breast  absent-mindedly  and  was 
shocked  out  of  her  reverie  by  a  painful  swelling.     A  sore  was 
forming  on  her  skin  just  like  the  one  on  her  face  the  night 
before.     She  got  up  and  rushed  into  the  bathroom  and  turned 
on  the  cold  water.     Lowering  her  nightgown,  she  watched  in 
horror  as  the  sore  became  darker,  and  the  pain  came  on  as  it 
did  before.     She  applied  a  cold  cloth  to  the  spot  and  prayed 
that  it  would  stop  hurting,  but  deep  down  she  knew  that  it 
was  something  beyond  her  control.     Behind  her  in  the  bedroom 
the  phone  was  ringing,  but  she  had  no  desire  to  answer  it. 
It  rang  and  rang,  and  the  sore  on  her  skin  became  more  and 
more  alarming  to  look  at  until  it  broke,  spurting  bloody  pus 
over  her  nightgown,  over  the  sink,  over  a  new  bar  of  rose- 
scented  soap.    And  once  again,  after  the  eruption,  the  swell- 
ing went  down  very  quickly,  and  the  pain  subsided. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  line,  Marilyn  put  down  the 
phone,  her  eyes  wet  with  tears.     Mary  was  the  only  one  she 
dared  to  confide  in,  but  she  evidently  was  not  at  home.  Ma- 
rilyn's roommate  was  out  of  town  on  holidays.     On  Marilyn's 
bedside  table  were  several  tissues  soaked  with  blood  and  pus. 
The  young  woman  was  looking  at  her  naked  body  with  a  small 
hand  mirror.     Several  boils  had  swollen  up  on  her  belly, 
breast,  and  shoulders  and  erupted  in  the  space  of  a  few  min- 
utes.    But  now  the  swellings  had  gone  down  and  stopped  hurt- 
ing.   Marilyn  wiped  her  teary  eyes,  replaced  her  nightie,  and 
got  back  into  bed.     She  couldn't  decide  whether  she  had 
caught  an  infection  at  work  or  whether. . .or  whether  it  was 
from. . .that  other  thing  she  had  done  recently  —  that  thing 
that  was  so  unspeakable  that  she  must  never >  never,  never  do 
it  again  or  even  think  of  it  as  long  as  she  lived! 

Jock  did  not  come  to  work  on  Wednesday.     He  called  in 

sick. 

In  a  stall  in  the  ladies'  room,  Marilyn  overheard  one 
of  the  other  censors  remark  to  one  of  the  secretaries  that 
she  had  had  a  strange  suppurating  sore  that  sprang  up  on  her 
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hand  the  night  before  but  was  now  completely  healed.  Marilyn 
positively  froze  when  she  heard  the  secretary  say  that  she 
had  experienced  a  similar  eruption  above  her  vagina  upon  a- 
wakening  that  morning  and  that  it,  too,  had  virtually  disap- 
peared after  a  few  minutes. 

Ten  minutes  later,  Marilyn  knocked  on  Mary  Brown 's  door 
and  went  in.     Mary  looked  grim  and  short  of  sleep.     The  two 
women  got  on  very  well  together  because  Marilyn  looked  up  to 
Mary  as  a  mother  figure,  and  Mary  was  more  than  content  to 
fulfill  that  role. 

"Mary,  there's  something  strange  going  on.     I  wonder 
whether  it  has  something  to  do  with  that  dog." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"Ifve  had  these  very  strange  sores  on  my  skin  that  burst 
and  then  heal  up  very  quickly.     I  tried  to  call  you  last 
night  because  I  was  so  scared.     And  just  now,  Donna  told  Liz 
that  she  had  the  same  thing,  and  Liz  said  that  she  did,  too." 
Mary  bit  her  lip  and  put  her  pen  down,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
paper  in  front  of  her.     Inside  her  a  tide  of  anxiety  was  ri- 
sing.    Her  struggle  to  control  it  was  marked  by  the  very 
subtlest  signs  of  tension  on  her  face.     "Mary,  have  you,  by 
any  chance.. -I  mean,  have  you. . .had  anything  like  that?" 

Mary  let  out  a  slow  breath,  sat  back  in  her  chair,  and 
looked  at  the  younger  woman.     "Yes,  I  have,"  she  said  calmly. 
"I  don't  know  what  it  is,  but  if  it's  something  contagious, 
it  has  to  be  treated." 

"It  all  started  with  that  dog,  you  know." 

"We  mustn't  jump  to  conclusions."    Mary  now  sat  up 
straight  and  resumed  her  customary  demeanor  of  cool  control. 
"I  don't  want  anybody  talking  about  this  outside  of  work." 

"What  if  it  gets  worse?"  said  Marilyn  nervously.  "What 
if  everybody  catches  it?    How  can — " 

"Don't  panic,"  said  Mary,  standing  up.     "We  don't  want 
this  situation  to  get  out  of  hand."    She  walked  to  the  win- 
dow, from  which  she  could  see  the  cars  going  by  on  Millwood. 
"Nobody  outside  knows  about  the  dog  —  except  the  police,  and 
I'm  not  worried  about  them  —  and  nobody  must  know  about  this 
either.     The  two  things  may  not  be  related  at  all."  She 
turned  and  faced  Marilyn.     "You're  not  in  any  pain,  are  you?" 

"No,  I  feel  fine  right  now." 

"Okay,  as  long  as  everyone  can  work,  we  go  on  as  usual. 
I'll  make  an  appointment  to  see  my  own  doctor  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible and  get  his  opinion.     Then  I'll  decide  what  we  should 
do." 

"Should  I  tell  Donna  and  Liz?" 
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"No,  I1 11  speak  to  them  when  I  get  a  chance." 

Marilyn  left  Maryfs  office.     Mary  picked  up  the  phone 
and  called  the  office  of  her  doctor,  Dr.  Kelly.     As  she  ex- 
pected, his  receptionist  had  no  openings  on  the  calendar  for 
the  next  two  weeks. 

"Is  it  an  emergency?"  asked  the  receptionist. 

"Well..."    Mary  thought  for  a  moment.     "Not  really  an 
emergency,  but  I  do  want  to  see  him  as  soon  as  possible." 

"Just  a  minute ....  Bis  colleague.  Dr.  Farber,  might  be 
able  to  see  you  sooner.  " 

"No,  I  want  to  see  Dr.  Kelly.  Is  it  possible  somebody 
will  cancel  and  you  can  squeeze  me  in?" 

"Sure.    Do  you  want  me  to  call  you?" 

"Yes.  The  very  first  cancellation,  I  want  you  to  call 
me,  no  matter  how  short  the  notice.  You  can  get  me  at  this 
number...." 

After  the  conversation,  Mary  went  out  to  where  the  sec- 
retaries and  clerks  were,  near  the  front  entrance.     She  said 
to  Liz,  "If  my  doctor Ts  office  calls,  you1 re  to  let  me  know 
at  once,  even  if  I'm  in  conference  or  downstairs."  Down- 
stairs was  where  the  screening  room  was. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Liz. 

"I  understand  you've  been  having  a  little  skin  problem," 
said  Mary  calmly,  forcing  a  smile. 

"Yes!"  said  Liz,  looking  worried.  "It's  the  strangest 
thing  I've  ever  seen!" 

"Please  don't  say  anything  about  it,  okay?     It's  to  stay 
strictly  within  the  Board." 

"What  is  it?    Do  you  know?" 

"I  believe  it  could  be  some  sort  of  allergy.  I  expect 
it'll  pass." 

*  "Does  it  have  anything  to  do  with  that . . . that  dead  ani- 
mal?"   Liz's  face  contorted  to  a  grimace. 

"I  don't  really  think  so,"  said  Mary,  smiling  reassur- 
ingly, "but  I'm  going  to  look  into  it.     Just  leave  everything 
to  me.     Oh,  and  if  anyone  else  mentions  it,  please  tell  them 
they  shouldn't  talk  about  it  outside  the  Board." 

"Okay,"  said  Liz,  who  would  treat  this  secret  as  she 
treated  all  others  —  by  mentioning  it  only  to  three  or  four 
of  her  girlfriends,  all  of  whom  could  be  trusted  not  to  re- 
peat it,  of  course. 

Mary  went  back  to  her  office  and  called  53  Division. 
She  spoke  to  Staff-Sergeant  Brooks.     She  asked  him  if  they 
had  a  medical  report  on  the  dead  dog. 

"No j  why  would  we  have  a  medical  report?" 
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"Well,  I  just  assumed  you  would  investigate  the  cause 
of  death." 

"No,  it's  got  nothing  to  do  with  us.  " 
"Well,  what  have  you  done  then?" 

"You  mean  finding  the  person  who  left  it?    I  rather 
doubt—  " 

"No,  I  mean  about  the  dog  itself.     What  did  you  do  with 

it?" 

"We  gave  it  to  the  Humane  Society  for  disposal.  " 

"Did  you  instruct  them  to  do  an  autopsy?" 

"Well,  that's  their  business.    I  don't  tell  them  how  to 
do  their  business  and  they  don't  tell  me  how  to  do  mine." 

"In  that  case  I'll  have  to  call  them  myself." 

"You  having  any  more  problems  over  there?" 

"No,  no,  nothing  at  all.     Thank  you." 

Mary  got  out  the  phone  book  and  looked  up  the  Humane 
Society.     Just  then  her  intercom  rang. 

"Yes?" 

"It's  Dick  Scott  from  The  Globe  on  line  one." 
"I  can't  speak  to  him  now.     Tell  him  I'll  call  him  back 
this  afternoon. 

"Yes ,  ma  'am.  " 

Pure  coincidence,  thought  Mary.    Nothing  to  do  with 
this.     It  can't  be!    Damn!    She  found  the  Humane  Society  num- 
ber and  called.     After  some  delay,  she  was  put  through  to  a 
Dr.  Khan,  who  spoke  cheerfully  with  an  Arabic  accent. 

"What  can  you  tell  me  about  the  dead  dog  that  was 
brought  in  on  Monday?" 

"Oh,  yes!  Well,  I'm  afraid  I  can  tell  you  very  little. 
I  examined  the  carcass,  and  then  it  was  incinerated.  " 

"Can  you  tell  me  what  it  died  of?" 

"No,  I  cannot,  at  least  not  with  any  certainty.    Its  bo- 
dy was  full  of  putrescent  fluid,  which  suggests  a  widespread 
infection.    However,  the  lab  reports  were  rather  ambiguous, 
I'm  afraid.  " 

"Well,  was  there  some  kind  of  contagious  disease  in- 
volved —  something  that  could  be  spread  to  humans?" 

"Nothing  specific.    I  suppose  if  one  were  to  ingest  some 
of  that  fluid,  one  could  get  very  sick.    But  you  didn't  do 
that,  did  you?" 

"No,  but  getting  back  to  the  cause  of  death...." 

"Yes,  as  I  said,  the  lab  reports  were  not  clear-cut. 
Some  of  the  tissue  sections  indicated  a  recent  death  and  oth- 
ers a  much  earlier  death.    However,  I  believe  that  the  dog 
was  dead  for  quite  some  time  so  that  the  specific  organism, 
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if  any,  was  undetectable .  " 

"You  mean  you  found  no  bacteria?" 

"Oh,  yes  indeed,  many  bacteria,  but  nothing  that  could 
account  for  such  an  infection.    Really,  it  was  a  most  remark- 
able specimen,  most  inconsistent.    I've  never  seen  anything 
quite  like  it."    His  tone  was  a  little  too  blithe  for  Mary's 
taste. 

"Was  it  perhaps  killed  by  a  person?    Was  there  any  sign 
of,  shall  we  say,  criminal  mischief?11 

Dr.  Khan  clicked  his  tongue.     "Impossible  to  say.  I'm 
sorry  I  cannot  be  more  helpful.  " 

"Has  there  been...."    Mary  hesitated,  unsure  how  to  word 
the  question.     "Has  anyone  on  your  staff  had  any  kind  of... 
reaction. . .from  handling  the  dog,  or  any  kind  of...."  Her 
voice  trailed  off  in  uncertainty. 

"No-o-o. . . "  replied  Dr.  Khan  with  a  tone  of  puzzlement. 
"Of  course,  we  are  very  careful  when  handling  animals.  We 
are  trained  for  this. " 

"Yes,  of  course. .. .And  you're  quite  sure  that,  urn,  the 
dog's  body  would  not  be  infectious  on  contact?"     She  knew  she 
was  skirting  close  to  dangerous  ground. 

"I'm  not  sure  what  you  mean.    If  you  had  an  existing  le- 
sion on  the  skin,  it's  possible  that  bacteria  could  enter. 
However,  if  you  mean  by  just  touching  it. ..."  . 

"Yes,  just  touching  it.     And  not  on  the  infected  side. 
I  mean  on  the  normal  side." 

"I'd  be  extremely  surprised.    Do  you  have  any  symptoms?" 

Mary  held  the  receiver  with  a  sweaty  hand.     Her  throat 
felt  parched.     "No.... I  was  just  wondering.     Some  of  my  staff 
expressed  some  concern." 

"I  shouldn't  worry,"  said  Dr.  Khan.     "Of  course,  if  you 
have,  some  symptoms,  you  can  see  your  doctor. " 

"Yes,  I  will.     I  mean,  I  will  if  anything  develops.  All 
right  then,  thank  you,  Doctor.  Good-bye." 

Mary  then  called  Jock  at  home.     "How  are  you  feeling?" 
she  asked. 

"I've  got  a  wee  bit  of  a  cold,"  replied  Jock,  although 
he  did  not  sound  like  it. 

"I  see.     Okay,  see  you  tomorrow,  I  hope." 

"Aye,  tomorrow.  " 

Jock  put  down  the  phone  and  looked  at  his  left  leg.  It 
had  erupted  during  the  night  —  a  horrifying  eruption  that 
left  a  large  stain  on  the  sheets.     The  shock  of  it  was  such 
that  he  had  drunk  nearly  a  pint  of  whisky  before  feeling  calm 
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again.     The  sore  was  now  down  to  a  quarter-inch  in  diameter 
and  continuing  to  heal  but  much  more  slowly  than  his  first 
one. 

From  his  vantage  point,  he  could  see  some  of  the  Brank- 
some  Hall  girls  walking  along,  and  he  tried  to  masturbate  to 
take  his  mind  off  his  leg.     But  between  his  anxiety,  his 
sleeplessness,  and  his  hangover,  he  was  unable  to  come.  And 
so  he  lay  down  at  last  on  his  bed,  thought  of  his  dead  wife, 
and  wished  she  were  there  to  comfort  him.     She  had  been  a 
good  wife,  he  thought,  aside  from  her  sexual  inhibitions,  but 
then  one  could  not  expect  everything  in  marriage.     She  did 
make  a  great  haggis.     He  had  to  acknowledge  that. 

Mary  went  for  lunch  alone  and  had  white  wine  with  her 
buffet  meal.     She  normally  only  had  wine  on  the  table  when 
she  was  entertaining  potential  opponents  who  had  to  be  soft- 
ened up,  but  today  she  decided  she  deserved  some  wine  because 
she  was  having  a  rough  day.     She  wondered  what  Dick  Scott 
from  The  Globe  wanted.     What  would  she  say  if  somehow  he  had 
gotten  wind  of  the  affair?     She'd  play  it  by  ear,  find  out 
who  his  source  was.     Hell,  she  could  outbluff  and  outmaneuver 
any  reporter  in  the  city.     She  was  no  greenhorn. 

After  lunch  there  was  to  be  a  screening  session.     A  few 
of  the  part-timers  would  be  joining  her  and  a  couple  of  the 
permanent  staffers. 

She  led  the  solemn  procession  into  the  screening  room 
and  had  a  few  words  with  the  projectionist.     There  were  three 
films  on  the  agenda  —  two  short  ones  requiring  only  a  pro 
forma  screening  and  a  full-length  film,  which  she  decided  to 
save  for  last  in  case  they  got  bogged  down  in  an  extended 
discussion. 

Bill  Hansen,  a  part-timer,  was  working  today.     The  part- 
timers  put  in  only  a  few  days  a  month  at  a  fee  of  $80  a  day. 
The  rest  of  Bill's  month  was  divided  between  real  estate, 
which  he  was  just  getting  into,  and  serving  as  a  swimming  in- 
structor for  the  City  of  North  York.     He  taught  a  class  of 
boys  aged  12  to  14.     In  the  screening  room,  Bill  sat  a  little 
off  to  one  side,  clipboard  on  his  lap,  and  exchanged  a  few 
words  with  his  colleagues. 

The  full-length  film  was  a  foreign  film  by  a  well-known 
French  director.     It  dealt  with  a  photographer  who  has  a  ho- 
mosexual attraction  to  one  of  his  young  subjects.     In  the 
critical  scene  of  the  film,  the  photographer  entices  the  boy 
into  posing  for  a  nude  study.     The  censors  paid  particular 
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attention  to  this  scene,  and  Bill  was  quick  to  object  to  it 
outright.     Mary  and  the  others  were  of  the  opinion  that  the 
scene  could  be  salvaged  with  prudent  editing.     "I  think  this 
is  trouble,"  said  Bill  nervously.     He  interrupted  the  dis- 
cussion again.     "I  don't  think  we  can  pass  this." 

"Let's  run  it  again,"  said  Mary,  and  she  directed  her 
colleagues  to  make  a  closer  technical  consideration  of  the 
scene. 

"I'm  really  against  this,"  said  Bill  with  some  heat. 

"Take  it  easy,  Bill,"  said  Mary,  and  Bill  lapsed  into 
moody  silence  for  a  while. 

"No!  No!  No!"  he  blurted  out  again,  slamming  his  pen  on 
the  clipboard  in  disgust. 

"Bill,  it's  a  majority  decision,"  said  Mary,  keeping 
her  temper  under  control. 

The  film  proceeded,  and  Bill  sat  nervously,  suppressing 
his  feelings. 

There  was  a  long  nighttime  scene,  during  which  the 
screening  room  became  very  dark.     There  was  little  discuss- 
ion.    Billfs  outburst  was  forgotten.     But  Bill's  mind  was 
wandering  back  to  the  earlier  scene.     His  body  was  rigid.  He 
closed  his  eyes  and  ran  the  scene  through  his  mind  again  and 
again.     The  film  continued,  but  Bill  was  lost  in  his  own  in- 
trospection and  said  nothing.     The  passage  of  time  was  lost 
on  him  until  he  saw  the  closing  credits  and  heard  Mary  re- 
mark, "Okay,  I  think  we've  got  this  one  figured  out." 

As  the  lights  went  on,  Bill  suddenly  stood  up,  his  hand 
on  the  side  of  his  neck.     "My  God,  what's  happening?"  The 
others  looked.     "There's  something  on  my  neck!"  he  said  in 
panic.     And  then  the  boil  was  clear  for  all  to  see.     And  in 
front  of  all  of  them  it  broke,  spurting  forth  bloody  pus. 

."Oh!  Bill!"  said  one  of  the  women.     "What's  the  matter?" 
And  the  others  stood  and  began  to  move  toward  him. 

He  looked  at  his  hand  covered  with  pus  and  blood. 
"Something's  happening  to  me!"  he  exclaimed. 

"Bill,  go  to  the  washroom  and  wash  it!     I'll  get  you 
the  first  aid  kit!"  said  Mary. 

And  Bill  rushed  upstairs,  his  hand  covering  the  sore, 
and  dashed  to  the  men's  room.     As  he  passed  the  office  staff, 
they  gaped  in  astonishment. 

Mary  got  the  first  aid  kit  and  gave  it  to  one  of  the 
men,  who  took  it  in  to  Bill.     A  couple  of  the  other  men  went 
in,  too. 

The  women  waited  nervously  in  the  hall,  and  the  clerks 
and  secretaries  left  their  desks  and  joined  the  crowd  in  the 
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corridor. 

"Go  back  to  work!  It's  nothing!"  Mary  commanded  them, 
and  they  obeyed. 

Marilyn  looked  at  Mary  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "He's 
got  it,  too!"  she  said. 

"Shh!"  said  Mary.     "Don't  worry!" 

A  phone  rang.     Liz  answered  it  and  then  called  to  Mary, 
"It's  Dick  Scott  again." 

"Later!"  snapped  Mary. 
"What1 11  I  tell  him?" 
"IT11  call  him  back!" 

Burt  and  Doug  came  out  of  the  washroom.  "It  seems  to 
have  stopped,"  said  Burt.     "Hefs  got  a  dressing  on  it." 

"Probably  an  infected  mosquito  bite,"  said  Doug  sincere- 
ly.    "I  had  one  myself  yesterday  but  much  smaller." 

"You  did?"  asked  Mary.  Doug  had  not  even  been  in  the 
building  Monday  or  Tuesday. 

"Yeah,  a  little  one  —  on  my  shin.     You  can't  even  see 
it  now." 

Bill  came  out,  his  shirt  collar  stained  and  his  face 
pale.  He  was  shaking  a  little.  "Maybe  I  should  go  home. 
What  do  you  think?" 

"Of  course,  Bill,"  said  Mary.  "But  do  me  a  favor  and 
don't  mention  this  to  anyone." 

It  was  nearly  the  end  of  business  hours.     Mary  sat  down 
at  her  desk,  composed  herself,  and  called  Dick  Scott  at  The 
Globe.     "Dick,"  she  said  cheerfully.     "Sorry  I  didn't  get 
back  to  you  sooner." 

"That's  okay.  Listen^  can  you  tell  me  what  happened 
over  there  on  Monday  morning?" 

"Monday  morning?    Why,  nothing.     What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  understand  a  prankster  left  a  dead  dog  on  your  door- 
step. " 

"Who  told  you  such  a  thing?"  she  replied,  trying  to 
sound  amused. 

"A  little  birdie  told  me.  " 

"Come  on,  Dick.     Little  birdies  don't  carry  any  weight 
with  me. " 

Dick  chuckled.     "It  was  my  new  girl.    She  was  over  at 
the  Humane  Society  on  some  little  story 3  and  she  overheard 
someone  say  the  cops  had  brought  in  a  dog  they  picked  up  dead 
outside  your  building. " 

"It's  news  to  me,  Dick.    Who's  this  girl  of  yours?" 

"0h3  just  one  of  our  kids  from  Ryerson.  Journalism 
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student.     You  know.     We  have  a  few  of  them  here  for  the  sum- 
mer to  give  them  some  experience.  11 

"Well,   I!m  afraid  she  didn't  get  her  facts  straight, 
Dick.     Whatever  she  heard  has  nothing  to  do  with  us." 

"Uhj  huh..."  said  Dick  ambiguously.     Mary  could  hear  him 
making  notes  on  a  pad.     "So  there  was  no  dead  dog,  is  that 
what  you1  re  telling  me?" 

"Yes,  Dick."  * 

"Well j  okay.    Thanks,  Mary." 

"You1 re  welcome,  Dick."    She  hung  up,  smiling.  These 
guys  were  no  match  for  her. 

Mary  stayed  in  her  office  a  few  minutes  after  all  the 
other  employees  were  gone  from  the  building.     Then  she  lei- 
surely made  the  rounds  checking  the  doors  and  windows,  al- 
though it  wasnTt  necessary.     It  was  just  her  way  of  surveying 
her  domain  —  the  walls,  the  corridors,  the  furniture,  the 
file  cabinets,  and  the  great  work  that  this  building  repre- 
sented.    This  was  no  mere  government  building;  it  was  a  for- 
tress, an  armory,  a  line  of  defense  for  Christianity  and  De- 
cency.    She  felt  very  powerful  as  the  Empress  of  this  castle. 
No  film  or  videotape  could  reach  the  public  of  Ontario  with- 
out securing  her  approval.     An  entire  province  looked  up  to 
her  as  a  super-parent.     She  not  only  knew  what  was  best  for 
them,  but  she  had  the  power  to  grant  or  withhold  permission 
to  view  those  things  that  struck  man's  most  dangerous  psychic 
chords.     She  alone  would  decide  when  and  if  ordinary  mortals 
were  ready  to  see  the  things  that  she  had  seen  in  the  dark- 
ness of  the  basement  screening  room.     That  she  was  reflecting 
the  prejudices  of  a  statistical  majority  of  the  population 
made  her  position  unassailable. 

.  A  summer  storm  had  gathered  very  quickly,  and  it  was 
raining  as  she  exited  the  building  and  headed  for  her  car. 
As  she  sat  inside  it  waiting  for  the  engine  to  warm  up,  she 
noticed  a  figure  in  a  black  raincoat  and  rain  hat  standing  on 
the  higher  ground  of  the  parking  lot  of  the  Leaside  Community 
Arena  next  door.     The  figure  just  stood  there  looking  down 
in  her  direction  or  at  the  Board's  building,  she  wasn't  sure 
which.     She  thought  it  a  bit  odd  that  anyone  would  be  wearing 
a  raincoat  and  rain  hat  in  the  summer.     What's  more,  there 
had  been  no  rain  in  the  forecast.     She  hadn't  even  brought  an 
umbrella.     And  she  thought  there  was  something  sinister  about 
this  figure  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  face  too  far 
away  to  be  seen  clearly.     Was  he  spying?    Mary  looked  at  him 
as  she  drove  down  the  driveway  onto  Millwood.     She  saw  his 
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head  turn  to  follow  her  and  then  turn  back  toward  the  build- 
ing. 

Jock's  leg  was  completely  healed  by  that  evening,  and 
after  cheering  himself  up  with  a  couple  of  record  albums  of 
Scottish  bagpipe  music,  he  settled  himself  before  his  tele- 
scope to  view  the  Branksome  Hall  dormitory.     The  rain  storm 
had  put  him  in  a  lascivious  mood,  and  he  nursed  his  erection 
for  two  hours  as  he  watched  his  favorite  window.     He  felt 
himself  amply  rewarded  by  a  glimpse  of  a  girl  in  her  bra. 
When  the  last  dormitory  light  went  out,  he  transposed  the 
girl  into  his  Nazi  laboratory  fantasy  and  conducted  an  imag- 
inary experiment  involving  hot  needles  and  electricity.  He 
lay  on  his  bed,  curving  his  back  so  as  to  bring  his  penis  as 
close  to  his  face  as  possible,  and  with  his  body  primed  for 
one  prolific  ejaculation,  he  spurted  his  semen  onto  his  face. 
Part  of  it  fell  on  his  lips,  and  he  swallowed  it,  saying  a- 
loud,  "That's  it,  baby,  swallow  it!" 

As  he  lay  in  bed  exhausted  and  satisfied,  he  thought  he 
felt  a  strange  burning  in  his  stomach.     He  got  up,  went  into 
the  bathroom,  and  looked  at  his  body  in  the  mirror.  There 
was  nothing  on  his  skin,  and  he  felt  relieved.     Whatever  that 
nasty  business  had  been,  he  was  reasonably  sure  —  or  at 
least  optimistic  —  that  it  was  gone  for  good. 

He  went  back  to  bed  and  concentrated  on  his  sexual  fan- 
tasy so  that  he  might  have  an  erotic  dream.     On  several  oc- 
casions he  had  had  what  psychologists  call  a  "lucid  dream"  — 
a  dream  in  which  the  dreamer  realizes  that  hefs  dreaming. 
Tonight  he  had  such  a  dream.     He  ran  after  a  young  girl, 
stripped  her,  bit  her  body  all  over  until  he  drew  blood,  and 
then  raped  her  because  he  knew  that  he  was  in  a  dream  and 
could  get  away  with  anything  without  being  punished. 

Mary  sat  in  bed  that  night  with  her  usual  bedtime  read- 
ing matter.     Tonight's  inspirational  story  was  Genesis,  Chap- 
ter 34.     Dinah,  the  daughter  of  Jacob  and  Leah,  went  out  to 
see  the  daughters  of  the  land  of  Canaan.     When  Shechem,  the 
son  of  Hamor  and  prince  of  the  country,  saw  her,  he  raped 
her.     But  he  loved  her  and  wanted  her  for  his  wife.     And  so 
he  went  to  Hamor  and  asked  him  to  obtain  Dinah  as  his  wife. 
Hamor  took  Shechem  to  see  Jacob  and  begged  Jacob  to  give  Di- 
nah to  his  son  in  marriage.     And  what's  more,  he  asked  that 
Jacob's  people  and  his  people  should  intermarry  and  live  and 
trade  with  each  other.     He  offered  Jacob  and  his  sons  what- 
ever dowry  they  might  wish  if  they  would  consent  to  let  Dinah 
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marry  Shechem.     But  Jacob f s  sons,  Dinah's  brothers,  secretly 
wanted  revenge  for  her  defilement  at  the  hands  of  Shechem,  so 
they  answered  Hamor  deceitfully.     They  said  that  Dinah  could 
not  marry  one  who  was  uncircumcised,  but  if  Hamor fs  people 
would  all  be  circumcised,  then  they  would  agree  to  give  her 
in  marriage  and  to  intermarry  their  peoples.     Hamor  and  She- 
chem were  pleased  when  they  heard  this,  and  they  went  home 
and  told  all  their  men  that  they  must  be  circumcised  so  that 
they  could  be  like  their  new  neighbors.     And  it  came  to  pass 
that  on  the  third  day  thereafter,  when  all  the  men  of  Hamor 
were  sore,  two  of  Dinah !s  brothers,  Simeon  and  Levi,  took  up 
their  swords  and  came  upon  the  city  and  slew  all  the  men. 
They  plundered  the  wealth  of  the  city  and  took  all  the  wives 
and  children  captive.     When  Jacob  learned  of  this,  he  was  a- 
fraid  of  what  might  befall  him  because  of  his  sons1  actions. 
And  they  replied,  "Should  he   deal  with  our  sister  as  with  a 
harlot?" 

A  wonderful  moral  tale,  thought  Mary.     She  could  just 
picture  all  the  men  of  Hamor  sitting  around  with  sore  dicks 
and  the  bloodthirsty  brothers  of  Dinah  killing  them  to  avenge 
the  rape  of  their  sister.     What  swift  and  terrible  punish- 
ment, not  like  these  days  with  lenient,  cowardly  courts  and 
clever  lawyers  to  get  the  rapist  off  scot-free.     Of  course, 
Bible  stories  often  went  to  extremes,  but  it  was  the  moral 
point  that  counted.     There  was  nothing  worse  than  a  rapist, 
thought  Mary,  and  he  deserved  no  mercy.     If  anyone  were  to 
rape  her,  he  would  certainly  deserve  a  death  as  cruel  as  the 
one  meted  out  by  Dinah's  brothers.     Every  woman  should  have 
brothers  like  that. 

Mary  put  the  book  down  on  her  bedside  table  and  sat  up, 
trying  to  feel  a  spot  in  the  middle  of  her  back  that  was  sud- 
denly bothering  her.     0h3  no^  not  again!  she  thought.    A  pain 
was  rising  at  a  spot  over  her  spine.     She  immediately  went 
into  the  bathroom,  removed  her  nightgown,  and  tried  to  look 
at  the  affected  area  in  the  mirror.     It  was  another  swelling. 
0h3  God3  why j  why,  why?    And  Mary  prayed  fervently  that  God 
would  spare  her  another  traumatic  episode.     She,  of  all  peo- 
ple, did  not  deserve  such  a  thing  —  she  who  was  so  devoted 
to  Him,  she  who  was  trying  so  hard  in  her  own  work  to  do  His 
work.    When  the  pain  persisted,  she  cursed  aloud  and  reached 
for  a  cotton  dressing,  soaked  it,  and  pressed  it  angrily  on 
the  boil,  squeezing  it,  begging  it  to  burst  and  be  done  with 
it.     A  spasm  of  pain  indicated  the  breaking  of  the  skin,  and 
when  she  removed  the  cotton  a  few  moments  later,  it  was 
soaked  with  pus.     It  gave  off  a  putrefying  smell.     Unused  to 
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tears,  Mary  now  cried.     She  threw  the  cotton  in  the  toilet 
and  flushed  it,  but  it  came  back  up.     She  whacked  the  toilet 
handle  in  frustration  to  flush  it  again,  and  this  time  it 
went . 

This  is  not  God's  doing,  it's  the  Devil's!  she  thought. 
God  would  never  do  such  a  thing  to  her.     The  Devil  was  try- 
ing to  destroy  her  and  the  work  she  and  her  colleagues  were 
doing!     Pornography  was  the  Devil fs  work;  censorship  was 
God's  work! 

And  so  she  went  back  to  bed,  angry  and  more  determined 
than  ever  to  hit  the  Devil  even  harder.     She  kept  this 
thought  in  mind  for  a  long  time  and  finally  fell  asleep  very 
late  after  much  difficulty. 

On  Thursday  morning,  Maryfs  sore  was  completely  healed, 
and  her  mood  was  once  again  calm.     She  was  no  longer  sure 
that  these  outbreaks  were  demonic  in  origin.     She  was,  after 
all,  an  educated  person.     She  mustn't  let  her  judgment  be 
clouded.     She  felt  better  now,  and  she  would  just  carry  on 
her  work  as  usual,  although  it  wouldn't  do  any  harm  if  she 
asserted  her  conservatism  a  bit  more  at  the  Board.     The  oth- 
ers would  be  all  for  it. 

She  went  to  work  wondering  how  the  rest  of  her  col- 
leagues were  feeling  and  if  these  peculiar  eruptions  were 
continuing. 

She  bumped  into  Jock  in  the  reception  area.     "Are  you 
feeling  better?"  she  asked. 

"Fit  as  a  fiddle!"  said  Jock,  smiling. 

She  discreetly  asked  Marilyn  how  she  was  feeling.  Mari- 
lyn was  fine,  too.     Donna  and  Liz  were  completely  well,  and 
Bill  Hansen  had  called  to  say  he  was  fine  and  would  be  in  on 
Monday,  his  next  scheduled  work  day. 

Mary  went  to  her  office  and  tackled  her  paperwork. 

The  morning  passed  without  incident.     Just  as  she  was 
about  to  go  to  lunch,  she  got  a  call  from  her  doctor fs  of- 
fice.    The  doctor's  receptionist  said  that  there  had  been  a 
cancellation,  and  he  could  see  her  at  1:30  that  afternoon. 
Mary  considered  whether  it  was  now  necessary,  whether  the 
whole  problem  had  perhaps  been  a  strange  anomaly  that  was  now 
over  and  done  with.     But  she  thought  it  would  be  prudent  to 
see  Dr.  Kelly  anyway. 

She  took  her  lunch  hour,  then  drove  to  Dr.  Kelly's  of- 
fice.    Kelly  was  a  casual  sort  of  man  who  liked  to  lean  back 
in  his  chair  and  fold  his  hands  in  his  lap.     He  was  a  bit 
younger  than  Mary,  but  he  had  been  her  doctor  for  many  years, 
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and  she  trusted  him.     His  easy  manner  belied  an  exceptional 
sagacity,  and  though  he  had  much  of  the  scholar  in  him,  he 
also  had  a  good  sense  of  humor.     Beside  his  diploma  from 
McGill  was  a  framed  picture  of  himself  as  a  varsity  football 
player.     Elsewhere  on  the  wall  was  a  picture  of  him  in  crayon 
done  by  his  little  girl  showing  him  standing  in  a  white 
smock  and  holding  a  stethoscope  to  the  chest  of  a  boy.  The 
boy  was  smiling  because  the  doctor  was  so  nice. 

Dr.  Kelly  invited  Mary  to  sit  down,  and  he  picked  up  a 
cup  of  coffee  and  downed  the  last  bit  of  it.     "Oh,  it!s 
cold,"  he  remarked. 

"You've  always  got  that  coffee  mug  within  reach,  Dr. 
Kelly,"  said  Mary,  smiling. 

"I  believe  in  caffeine,"  he  replied  with  a  grin.  "I 
wouldn!t  be  a  doctor  without  it." 

"How's  that?" 

"It  got  me  through  medical  school."    He  leaned  back  and 
folded  his  hands  in  his  lap.     "So  how's  Mary  Brown  these 
days?" 

"Well. .. .This  is  going  to  sound  very  strange,"  she  be- 
gan, looking  slightly  embarrassed. 

"Oh,  we  doctors  are  prepared  for  strange  things.  Tell 
me  about  it." 

And  Mary  proceeded  to  tell  Kelly  the  whole  story,  start- 
ing with  the  dead  dog,  which,  she  admitted,  might  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  anything,  and  then  describing  the  mysteri- 
ous eruptions  on  her  body. 

"Let  me  have  a  look,"  Kelly  interrupted  her.     He  exam- 
ined the  site  of  the  first  eruption  on  her  face  as  she  con- 
tinued to  describe  the  other  episodes.     He  told  her  to  un- 
dress to  the  waist  and  examined  the  other  two  sites  while  she 
described  what  had  happened  to  her  colleagues,  especially 
Bill  Hansen,  whose  eruption  had  taken  place  before  several 
witnesses.     Dr.  Kelly  put  a  bright  light  close  to  her  and  ex- 
amined the  skin  very  closely.     He  touched  the  sites  and  asked 
if  they  were  painful.     They  weren't.     He  then  surveyed  her 
chest,  back,  arms,  and  face  all  over  as  she  went  on  with  her 
story.     Her  tone  became  gradually  more  emotional,  for  her 
well-controlled  anxieties  were  now  being  let  out  before  her 
doctor  and  confidant. 

Kelly  examined  her  eyes  and  felt  the  glands  in  her  neck. 
He  then  auscultated  her  very  carefully.     She  stopped  talking 
and  breathed  in  and  out  for  him.     Finally  he  put  his  stetho- 
scope down.     "What  other  symptoms  have  you  had?" 

"Nothing." 
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"Headaches?    Nausea?  Fever?" 

"No,  nothing  at  all.     Just  the  boils." 

Dr.  Kelly  let  out  a  slow  breath.     "Frankly,  Mary,  I  see 
no  indication  of  any  kind  of  eruption." 

"But  don't  you  see  the  spots  where  they  happened?" 

"I  see  a  little  bit  of  pink  coloration,  but  it  doesn't 
look  like  much  of  anything.     There's  certainly  no  way  that 
the  skin  has  broken  recently." 

"But  I  tell  you  it  healed  up!"    She  was  getting  over- 
wrought. 

Dr.  Kelly  looked  at  her  seriously.     "You're  telling  me 
that  a  boil  swelled  up  in  a  matter  of  minutes  on  otherwise 
healthy  skin,  erupted  with  blood  and  pus,  and  then  healed 
overnight,  leaving  no  trace  at  all?" 

"Yes!" 

He  went  to  his  seat  behind  the  desk  and  looked  over  her 
medical  dossier.     "You  can  get  dressed  now,  Mary."    When  she 
was  properly  dressed,  he  sat  back  and  looked  at  her  studious- 
ly.    "What  you  describe  is  medically  impossible,  or  at  least 
totally  unknown.     The  only  thing  remotely  like  it  in  medical 
literature  is  the  so-called  stigmatic  wounds  experienced  by 
some  religious  zealots.     Most  of  those  are  fakes,  of  course, 
but  we  believe  now  that  a  few  could  be  psychogenic  in  origin. 
Of  course,  that  sort  of  thing  would  be  totally  inconsistent 
with  your  personality,  besides  which,  the  similarity  to  what 
you  describe  is  only  slight." 

"But  couldn't  this  be  some  sort  of  infection  contracted 
from  the  dog?" 

"Bacteria  have  to  enter  the  body  through  broken  skin  or 
through  the  mouth  or  other  opening.     That  didn't  happen  to 
you.     Second,  an  infection  takes  some  time  to  manifest  it- 
self.    Your  first  alleged  episode  happened  the  same  day. 
Third,  I  can't  think  of  any  form  of  infection  that  would  man- 
ifest itself  in  this  way." 

She  looked  at  him  helplessly.     "Well... what  about  ery- 
sipelas?" 

He  shook  his  head.     "You  don't  have  erysipelas." 

"Dermatitis?" 

"No." 

"Impetigo?" 
"No." 

"Well... then  I...."    She  shook  her  head  in  bewilderment 
and  put  her  hand  to  her  brow. 

"Tell  me,  Mary.  Your  job  is  very  stressful,  isn't  it?" 
"Sometimes  it  is.     But  you  don't  mean  to  imply  it's  all 
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in  my  head.     I?m  not  crazy." 

"I  didn't  say  you  were  crazy.  But  stress  can  cause  an 
amazing  variety  of  symptoms,  including  skin  rashes." 

"This  wasn't  a  rash!     If  you  could' ve  seen  it — " 

"All  I  see  today  is  a  bit  of  pink  color  that  could  easi- 
ly be  the  result  of  stress.     Physically,  I'd  say  you're  en- 
tirely well." 

"What  about  Bill  Hansen?    We  all  saw  it  happen!" 

"Bill  Hansen  isn't  my  patient,  you  are.  I  can't  diag- 
nose someone  who  isn't  here.  He  could 've  had  a  pimple,  for 
all  anyone  knows." 

"What  about  the  other  people?     I  heard  them  say — " 

"Ah,  you  heard  them  say. "    He  held  up  an  index  finger  to 
emphasize  the  point.     "So  you  said  something  to  them,  or  they 
said  something  to  you,  and  you  were  all  convinced  something 
was  happening." 

"No,  it  didn't  happen  like  that.     I  didn't  say  any- 
thing." 

Dr.  Kelly  smiled.     "Well,  who  knows?     Impressions  are 
often  communicated . indirectly .     I  believe  what  happened  was 
this:  that  dog  you  found  made  a  very  strong  impression  on 
those  of  you  who  saw  it,  and  there  was  a  general  feeling  of 
revulsion  and  anxiety  because  of  its  unusual  condition  — 
although,  here  again,  I  have  only  your  description  of  it  to 
go  by." 

"But—" 

"Please  let  me  finish.     And  then  you  or  one  of  the  oth- 
ers began  imagining  that  something  similar  might  happen  to 
you,  and  this  suggestion  was  somehow  communicated  and  led  to 
psychosomatic  reactions  which  were  probably  amplified  by  an 
overactive  imagination  so  that  some  little  blotch  on  the  skin 
suddenly  looked  like  a  suppurating  sore  to  you." 

"It  was  not  our  imagination,  Doctor!"  Mary  protested. 
"We're  not  idiots!" 

"Take  it  easy,"  he  said,  hands  up  in  an  instinctive  ges- 
ture.    "Even  sane,  intelligent  people  can  be  fooled  by  their 
own  minds.     I  have  a  book  here  somewhere. ...  Just  a  minute..." 
He  rummaged  through  a  couple  of  drawers. 

"Doctor,  I  assure  you  I  didn't  imagine  any  of  this." 

"Just  hold  on  "    He  kept  looking.     "Maybe  I  left  it 

— no,  here  we  go."    He  put  the  book  before  her  on  the  desk. 
"The  Devils  of  Loudun3  by  Aldous  Huxley.     An  amazing  book. 
An  entire  convent  of  nuns  became  convinced  that  they  were 
possessed  by  demons,  and  it  all  started  with  the  Mother  Su- 
perior.    She  told  her  Sisters  that  she  thought  she  was  pos- 
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sessed,  and  before  you  know  it,  they  were  all  possessed." 

"ThatTs  purely  religious  hysteria,"  said  Mary,  not 
touching  the  book. 

"That's  how  wefd  label  it.     But  every  age  has  its  own 
particular  devils.     It's  just  a  cultural  thing.     It  could  be 
the  Russians,  or  the  Bomb,  or  flying  saucers,  or  bizarre  po- 
litical conspiracies.     A  colleague  of  mine  had  a  patient  who 
claimed  to  receive  orders  from  telephone  poles.     People  today 
are  also  preoccupied  with  diseases  and  terrorism." 

"That  may  be  true,  but  I  know  what  I  experienced." 

"I  once  saw  a  UFO  while  I  was  up  north  fishing.  The 
next  day  I  found  out  a  lot  of  people  saw  the  same  thing. 
Turned  out  to  be  a  weather  balloon,  but  it  had  me  fooled. 
Oh,  and  now  I  remember  another  case  some  years  back  —  a  pa- 
tient of  mine,  a  highly  educated  woman  with  a  completely  nor- 
mal medical  history.     After  a  serious  family  crisis,  which  I 
won't  go  into,  she  worked  herself  into  a  state  of  hysteria 
over  an  imaginary  skin  disease,  which  she  insisted  was  cover- 
ing her  whole  body  but  was  hiding  underneath  the  skin.  She 
swore  that  she  could  feel  the  microorganisms  crawling  all 
over  her.     She  even  taped  a  running  commentary  on  cassette  to 
describe  what  she  was  going  through  because  she  was  convinced 
she  had  an  entirely  new  disease  and  was  going  to  die."  Mary 
sat  there  looking  grim.     "You  can  borrow  the  book  if  you'd 
like,"  he  said,  nudging  it  toward  her.     "It's  not  the  nicest 
episode  in  the  history  of  the  Church,  but  it's  extremely  edi- 
fying." 

"No,  thanks,"  she  said  politely.  "I  don't  need  to  get 
depressed."  After  a  pause,  she  continued.  "So  you  believe 
nothing's  wrong  with  me." 

"Nothing  organic,  as  far  as  I  can  see." 

"Shouldn't  I  have  some  blood  tests  taken  to  be  on  the 
safe  side?" 

"I  don't  see  any  need  for  it."    He  leaned  back  and 
touched  his  prescription  pad  with  the  tip  of  one  finger.  "I'd 
be  willing  to  write  you  a  prescription  for  a  mild  tranquili- 
zer if  you  want  —  you  know,  for  bedtime.     Otherwise,  I'd 
suggest  you  consider  taking  a  couple  of  days  off  and  just 
relaxing. " 

"I  don't  take  days  off.     I'm  strict  with  myself  that 
way,  and  I'm  strict  with  my  people,  too." 

"Okay,  suit  yourself."    He  stood  up  and  walked  slowly 
toward  the  door.     "Try  not  to  take  the  job  too  seriously. 
That's  a  piece  of  advice  I  give  to  a  lot  of  my  patients." 

She  picked  up  her  purse  and  stepped  to  the  door.  She 
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shook  hands  with  him.     "Thank  you,  Doctor.     Ifll  think  about 
what  you!ve  said." 

"Good.     If  you  want  to  talk  some  more,  come  and  see  me." 

"Thank  you.  Good-bye." 

"Good-bye,  Mary." 

Mary  went  to  her  car  and  sat  in  reflection  for  a  minute 
before  leaving  the  parking  lot.     She  was  not  happy  at  all. 
She  knew  she  was  no  loony  and  couldn't  have  imagined  the  e- 
ruptions  that  had  occurred.     Yet  Dr.  Kelly,  whom  she'd  known 
for  a  long  time  and  considered  a  first-rate  doctor,  could 
find  no  physical  evidence  of  any  disease  or  infection.  She 
wanted  to  believe  him,  even  if  that  meant  she  was  not  mental- 
ly well.     So  what  were  her  choices:  she  was  either  an  incip- 
ient mental  case  or  had  a  medically  unknown  malady,  and  the 
same  for  the  rest  of  them  at  the  Board.     In  any  case,  she  de- 
cided not  to  encourage  any  more  talk  about  the  problem  among 
her  staff.     If  there  were  no  recurrences  —  and,  God  willing, 
there  wouldn't  be  —  the  matter  would  just  blow  over  and 
never  be  spoken  of  again. 

There  were  no  films  on  the  agenda  that  afternoon,  just 
paperwork.     She  hoped  the  afternoon  would  pass  uneventfully. 

When  she  arrived  at  the  building,  Liz,  her  secretary, 
said,  "Oh,  Mrs.  Brown,  Jeff  Miller  and  Vern  Thomas  both 
called  in  sick."    Miller  and  Thomas  were  two  of  the  inspec- 
tors who  made  routine  visits  to  theatres  and  video  stores. 
They  organized  their  own  work  for  the  most  part,  and  Mary 
often  didn't  see  them  for  a  day  or  two. 

"Did  they  say  why?" 

"Jeff  said  he  had  the  flu,     and  Vern  said  he  just  didn't 
feel  well." 

"Oh."    She  didn't  like  the  sound  of  it:  two  inspectors 
with*  excellent  attendance  records  calling  in  sick  on  the  same 
day.     "Okay,"  she  said  and  went  to  her  office. 

She  had  hardly  taken  her  seat  when  Marilyn  knocked  and 
came  in.     "Did  you  go  to  the  doctor,  Mary?" 

"Yes." 

"What  did  he  say?" 

She  smiled.     "He  said  it  was  nothing  —  just  nerves." 
"Nerves?"    The  younger  woman  looked  at  her  skeptically. 
"Yes,  that's  all.     Are  you  feeling  all  right?" 
"Yes,  I  feel  fine." 

"Good.     Now  let's  try  to  forget  all  this,  shall  we?" 
Marilyn  looked  unhappy.     "Okay."     She  left  and  went  back 
to  her  work. 
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The  rest  of  the  day  passed  without  incident.     In  fact, 
Jock  seemed  to  be  in  a  very  good  mood,  and  he  even  told  a 
joke  about  a  Scotsman  who  went  to  a  whorehouse.     The  Scotsman 
goes  into  a  room  with  a  whore  and  says  to  her,  "How  much  for 
a  lay  if  I  come  in  one  minute?"     "Ten  pounds,"  says  the 
whore.     So  the  Scotsman  asks,  "And  how  much  for  a  lay  if  I 
come  in  a  half  hour?"     "Still  ten  pounds,"  replies  the  whore. 
Whereupon  the  Scotsman  lifts  his  kilt  and  begins  to  mastur- 
bate vigorously.     "Hey,"  says  the  whore,  "do  you  want  a  lay 
or  donft  you?"    And  the  Scotsman  replies,  "Just  wait  a  min- 
ute, lassie!     I  want  to  get  my  money's  worth!" 

Mary  had  laughed  at  Jock's  joke  because  she  had  always 
insisted  she  had  a  sense  of  humor  and  was  no  prude.     But  it 
stuck  in  her  mind  on  the  way  home  and  bothered  her  for  the 
entire  evening.     It  aroused  both  resentment  and  guilt  in  her. 
She  imagined  being  caught  laughing  at  such  a  joke  by  her  pa- 
rents or  priest  or  perhaps  a  reporter.     No,  jokes  about  pro- 
stitution were  inherently  tasteless  because  at  this  very  mo- 
ment there  were  young  girls  on  the  Yonge  St.  Strip  walking 
up  and  down  in  very  immodest  clothing  and  asking  strange  men 
if  they  wanted  a  date.     And  they  were  going  to  hotel  rooms 
with  these  strange  men  and  selling  their  bodies  for  a  great 
deal  of  money,  most  of  which,  unfortunately,  they  probably 
didn't  get  to  keep  because  their  pimps  took  it.     All  of 
those  penises  going  into  the  same  vagina.... A  hooker  might 
have  a  half  dozen  different  men  every  day.     And  it  all  hap- 
pened so  fast  the  girl  probably  never  reached  orgasm,  so  how 
could  she  enjoy  it?     It  was  the  more  mature  hookers  who  were 
better  off,  weren't  they?    They  had  their  regular  customers 
and  could  work  out  of  their  apartments.     They  got  more  money 
and  spent  more  time  with  their  men  and  probably  had  orgasms, 
so  it  was  much  more  exciting  —  from  their  point  of  view,  of 
course.     Objectively,  it  was  very  sordid.     And  perhaps  they 
specialized  in  particular  perversions  such  as  breaking  in 
inexperienced  young  fellows  or  sodomy  or  oral  sex  or  flagel- 
lation or . . . . 

Mary  got  into  bed  and  picked  up  her  Bible.     She  turned 
to  Ezekiel,  Chapter  23,  and  read  about  the  whoredoms  of 
Aholah  and  Aholibah,  who  were  sisters. 

Aholah  and  Aholibah  committed  whoredoms  in  Egypt  as 
young  girls.     Aholah  was  a  harlot  to  the  Assyrians  and  de- 
filed herself  with  their  idols.     They  bruised  the  breasts  of 
her  virginity  and  poured  their  whoredom  upon  her.     And  then 
the  very  Assyrians  upon  whom  she  doted  took  her  sons  and 
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daughters  and  slew  her  with  the  sword,  and  she  became  famous 
among  women. 

And  when  her  younger  sister,  Aholibah,  saw  this,  she 
was  determined  to  be  even  more  corrupt  in  her  inordinate 
love  than  was  her  sister.     She  doted  upon  the  Assyrians  — 
their  captains  and  rulers  and  horsemen.     And  when  she  saw 
the  images  of  the  Chaldean  princes  portrayed  upon  the  wall, 
she  sent  messages  unto  them  in  Chaldea.     And  they  came  to 
her  bed  and  polluted  her.     Their  flesh  was  as  the  flesh  of 
asses  and  their  issue  like  that  of  horses.     And  God  vowed  to 
raise  up  her  own  lovers  against  her  —  all  the  desirable 
young  men  of  renown  —  that  they  should  come  against  her  with 
their  chariots  and  armor  and  judge  her.     And  God  vowed  that 
the  company  would  slay  her  and  her  children  and  burn  up  her 
house  with  fire,  "that  all  women  may  be  taught  not  to  do 
after  your  lewdness." 

That  night,  Mary  slept  deep  and  long  and  dreamed  vivid 
dreams.     In  one  dream  she  walked  along  the  Yonge  St.  Strip 
without  a  skirt,  in  her  panties.     She  felt  uncomfortable  to 
find  herself  dressed  that  way  until  she  saw  other  women 
dressed  the  same  way.     They  smiled  at  her  as  though  she  were 
a  friend,  but  she  didn't  recognize  them.     She  carried  a  clear 
plastic  purse  in  which  a  large  black  dildo  could  be  seen. 
The  street  was  dimly  lit,  and  there  were  hardly  any  people. 
A  man  dressed  in  the  dirty  clothes  of  a  sewer  worker  led  her 
down  an  alley  and  into  a  little  recess  in  the  wall.     And  she 
could  see  other  women  in  similar  recesses  with  men.     The  oth- 
er women  were  naked,  but  she  wasn't.     They  laughed  at  her 
because  she  would  not  undress  herself  completely.     The  man 
asked  her  to  remove  her  panties.     She  closed  her  eyes.  When 
she  opened  them,  he  was  gone.     But  her  panties  had  changed 
color  and  were  now  black.     Then  she  walked  down  the  alley 
until  it  became  a  dark  country  road,  and  somehow  she  walked 
home  without  being  seen. 

There  followed  another  dream,  in  which  she  lay  naked 
from  the  waist  down  on  a  mattress  with  no  sheet  on  it.  And 
out  of  a  hole  in  the  mattress  between  her  legs  came  a  black 
snake  with  a  phallic  head.     It  entered  her  vagina,  causing 
her  great  sexual  excitement.     The  room  was  dark  except  for  a 
dim,  blue  light  from  an  unknown  source.     She  understood  that 
as  long  as  the  snake  lay  inside  her,  the  sun  would  not  rise. 
Then  she  turned  over  onto  her  stomach  with  the  phallic  snake 
still  inside  her  and  put  her  pillow  over  her  head.     She  then 
found  herself  moving  slowly  downward  along  an  inclined  ramp, 
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at  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  pit  filled  with  black  snakes. 
She  slid  into  this  pit  and  felt  their  fangs  biting  the  ex- 
posed parts  of  her  body. 

The  next  morning,  Mary  did  something  she  had  almost 
never  done  before:  she  slept  through  her  alarm.     It  was  a 
soft,  chirpy  alarm  that  automatically  stopped  after  one  min- 
ute, and  that  was  all  she  ever  needed.     She  awoke  in  a  state 
of  grogginess,  and  when  she  looked  at  her  clock,  she  was 
shocked  to  see  that  it  was  after  ten.     Then  she  experienced 
another  shock:  her  nightgown  was  spotted  with  dried  blood  in 
about  a  dozen  different  places.     0h3  God!  she  thought.  Not 
again!     She  looked  at  her  skin,  and  this  time  it  showed  more 
than  just  faint  patches  of  pink.     The  sores,  though  no  long- 
er broken  and  oozing,  were  clearly  visible. 

She  bolted  out  of  bed,  went  into  the  bathroom,  and  ex- 
amined herself  more  closely.     Furious,  she  threw  the  night- 
gown on  the  floor,  stepped  into  the  shower,  and  made  the  wa- 
ter cool  so  as  to  both  waken  herself  fully  and  steady  her 
emotions.     She  decided  to  skip  work  and  go  straight  to 
Kelly's  office  so  he  could  see  with  his  own  eyes. 

Meanwhile  at  the  Board,  Mary's  lateness  had  been  no- 
ticed, but  Liz  decided  to  wait  a  while  longer  before  check- 
ing up  on  her.     Everyone  else  who  was  supposed  to  be  at 
work  was. 

Coffee  break  time  was  approaching.     The  tone  of  the  of- 
fice was  relaxed.     A  sunny  Friday  of  routine  paperwork.  The 
weekend  hours  away.     Relaxation,  fun,  the  trip  to  the  cot- 
tage.    Even  the  phone  rang  less  than  usual.     The  sun  shone 
through  the  windows  on  the  south  side  of  the  building.  One 
of  the  young  women  turned  on  the  radio  to  get  some  music. 
The  radio  was  normally  allowed  on  only  during  breaks  and 
lunch,  but  that  was  Mary's  rule  and  she  wasn't  there. 

Jock  passed  through  the  reception  area  toward  the  coffee 
pot  and  remarked  that  it  was  a  lovely  day,  and  the  women 
agreed.     He  began  to  pour  himself  a  coffee,  then  paused  as 
if  considering  something,  then  continued.     He  was  feeling 
strange.     He  tasted  his  coffee.     The  taste  seemed  off. 
"What's  the  matter  with  the  coffee  this  morning?"  he  asked 
Liz . 

"What  do  you  mean?" 
"Tastes  funny.     Try  it." 

Liz  came  over,  poured  a  bit,  and  tasted  it.  "Tastes 
okay  to  me." 
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"Yeah?     Hmm."    He  tasted  his  again.     "I  dimno.  There's 
a  strange  taste  in  my  mouth."    And  then  he  looked  at  the  sun 
pouring  in  through  the  windows .     The  light  had  a  pink  over- 
tone that  seemed  unnatural,  and  he  suddenly  felt  quite  warm. 

"The  coffee's  the  same  as  always,"  Liz  said. 

"Must  be  my  taste  buds.     Maybe  I'm  coming  down  with 
something."    He  walked  slowly  toward  his  office,  then 
stopped.     He  felt  his  belly. 

"You  okay?"  asked  Liz. 

"I  think  I've  got  cramps  or  something." 
"You  want  a  Rolaidl" 

"No,  maybe  I'll  go  sit  in  the  washroom."    He  forced  a 
smile  to  cover  his  embarrassment  and  walked  to  the  washroom 
and  went  in. 

Liz  grinned  at  one  of  her  co-workers.     "Probably  the 
runs . " 

"Could  be  the  flu.     I've  been  feeling  a  bit  funny  my- 
self." 

Marilyn  walked  in.     "Who's  feeling  a  bit  funny?" 

"I  am,  but  it's  no  big  deal,"  said  Millie. 

"Jock's  feeling  a  bit  queasy  or  something,"  remarked 

Liz. 

"Oh,  that's  too  bad.     By  the  way,  has  Mary  called  in  or 
anything?" 

"Not  yet." 

Marilyn  knew  this  was  highly  unusual,  but  she  knew  her 
place  as  a  subordinate  and  was  reluctant  to  have  Mary  checked 
on.     "Well,  let's  give  her  a  while  longer." 

"You  want  me  to  call  her  number?" 

"Not  yet.     Maybe  a  little  later." 

They  all  went  back  to  work.     Five  minutes  passed.  Ten 
minutes.     Fifteen  minutes.     Liz  looked  at  her  watch.  She 
was  thinking  of  Jock.     She  turned  to  make  a  remark  to1  Millie 
and  then  thought  better  of  it  and  went  back  to  work. 

Jeff  Miller  went  by  and  went  into  the  washroom.  After 
a  couple  of  minutes,  he  came  out  and  headed  back  to  his  of- 
fice. 

"Is  Jock  still  in  there?"  asked  Liz. 

"Jock?     I  don't  know.     Is  he  in  there?" 

"He  was.  He's  been  in  there  an  awfully  long  time.  He 
said  he  wasn't  feeling  well." 

"Yeah?    Well,  I'll  just  pop  in  again  and  see  if  he 
needs  anything."    He  headed  back  toward  the  washroom,  much 
to  Liz's  relief.     There  was  a  silence  of  a  little  less  than 
a  minute.     Then  Jeff  ran  out  and  called  out  nervously,  "I 
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need  some  help  in  here!     Get  Vern!" 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Liz,  knocking  over  her  coffee  cup.  "Oh, 
my  God!     Vern!     Vern!"    She  ran  toward  his  office. 

The  other  women  ran  into  the  corridor.     "What's  the 
matter?" 

"You  can!t  come  in!     Something's  wrong  with  Jock!  I 
think  we  need  an  ambulance!" 

Marilyn  burst  out  of  her  office.     "Who  needs  an  ambu- 
lance?   What's  the  matter?" 

"Something's  happening  to  Jock.'...  I  don't  know...  I  don't 
understand..."  Jeff  replied,  looking  panic-stricken. 

"Call  Mary!"  ordered  Marilyn.     "Where's  Liz?  Never 
mind,  I'll  call  her  myself!" 

"What  about  an  ambulance?"  asked  Jeff. 

"No!     Not  yet!     I'll  call  Mary!"    And  she  rushed  back 
to  her  office. 

Vern  came  running  out  with  Liz  behind  him.     "What  is 

it?" 

"It's  Jock!     You  better  get  in  here!" 

By  now  everyone  in  the  building  had  gathered  in  the 
corridor.     Donna  said  to  the  women,  "Please  go  back  to  your 
desks,"  but  nobody  did. 

Mary  Brown  had  just  picked  up  her  purse  and  car  keys 
when  her  phone  rang.     She  picked  it  up.  "Hello?" 
"0h3  Mary>  thank  God  I  got  you!" 
"What's  the  matter?" 

"We  have  an  emergency!    It's  Jock!    I  think  he's... I 
think  it's  that  thing!    You  know!" 
"Are  you  sure?" 

"NOj  I'm  not  sure*  but  he's  in  the  washroom^  and  Jeff 
said  something  was  wrong!    The  men  are  in  there  now!  Should 
we  call  for  an  ambulance?" 

"Wait  till  I  get  there.     Tell  the  men  to  take  care  of 
it  the  best  they  can.     I'm  leaving  right  this  second." 

"Hurry!"  pleaded  Marilyn. 

In  the  washroom,  Jeff,  Vern,  and  a  couple  of  the  other 
men  knocked  repeatedly  on  Jock's  cubicle  but  got  no  answer 
except  for  a  faint  murmur  of  pain  that  did  not  sound  human. 
Through  the  gap  in  the  door,  they  could  see  Jock  sitting  on 
the  toilet.  On  the  floor  of  the  cubicle  a  puddle  of  blood 
and  yellowish  discharge  was  forming.  The  smell  was  nausea- 
ting. 

Vern  went  into  the  adjacent  stall,  stood  on  the  toilet 
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seat,  and  looked  over  the  partition.     There  was  Jock  looking 
up  at  him,  his  mouth  open  as  he  tried  to  speak,  his  body 
trembling  as  his  entire  left  side  seemed  to  be  oozing  from 
his  armpit  down  to  his  buttocks.     "Jock!     Jock!"  Vern  shout- 
ed, but  Jock  could  only  whimper  and  look  up  at  his  friend  in 
paralyzed  bewilderment  and  mute  helplessness  as  new  sores 
began  to  erupt  from  his  neck  and  legs.     Vern  stepped  down  and 
looked  at  the  other  men  with  tears  in  his  eyes.     "His  whole 
body.... It's  like  it's  dissolving  all  over  the  place.... I 
don't  know  what  it  is!" 

"I'll  crawl  under  and  open  the  door!"  said  Jeff.  When 
he  had  crawled  under  the  door,  his  colleagues  heard  him  say, 
n0h3  Jesus!"    Then  the  door  opened,  and  he  stood  aside,  ex- 
posing Jock  to  the  view  of  all. 

When  they  saw  him,  they  froze  in  shock  and  fear.  Jock's 
unblinking  eyes  stared  out  at  them.     He  whimpered,  "Unh. . . 
unh..."  in  a  weak  voice  and  then  fell  against  the  partition 
and  onto  the  floor.     His  body  twitched  violently  for  a  few 
seconds,  then  he  uttered  a  groan  and  stopped  breathing  as  he 
lay  in  his  own  putrid  discharge. 

His  death  posture  was  the  same  as  that  of  the  dead  dog 
found  on  the  doorstep  Monday  morning. 

As  Mary  Brown  drove  down  Laird,  a  queer  sensation  de- 
veloped in  the  pit  of  her  stomach,  and  the  sky  seemed  to  go  a 
funny  color.    When  she  stopped  for  the  red  light  where  Mill- 
wood cut  into  Laird,  she  looked  over  at  the  parking  lot  of 
the  Leaside  Community  Arena.     There  at  the  end  of  the  parking 
lot  overlooking  the  grounds  of  the  Censor  Board  stood  a  fig- 
ure in  a  black  suit  and  a  black  hat,  hands  in  pockets,  appa- 
rently looking  at  the  building.    Mary  wondered  if  he  was  the 
same  figure  in  the  black  raincoat  she  had  seen  before. 

A  honk  behind  her  prompted  her  to  go  ahead  on  the  green 
light.     She  pressed  the  gas  pedal  and  moved  forward,  but  she 
felt  as  though  she  were  in  slow  motion.    A  pain  spread 
through  her  abdomen,  and  she  found  it  difficult  to  breathe. 
As  she  approached  the  driveway  leading  to  the  Board,  the 
steering  wheel  seemed  to  resist  her,  and  instead  of  driving 
up  the  driveway,  she  drove  into  the  post  anchoring  the  gate. 
She  tried  to  get  control  of  herself  but  felt  sick  and  dizzy. 
She  turned  the  car  off  and  tried  to  open  the  door,  but  she 
hadn't  the  strength.    With  the  air  conditioning  off,  the  car 
began  to  heat  up  under  the  hot  sun.     She  couldn't  open  the 
window.    I  can't  move3  she  thought.    And  she  could  now  see 
the  figure  in  black  looking  in  her  direction.     He  seemed  to 


37 


be  smiling.     Then  a  terrible  pain  tore  up  one  side  of  her 
body,  and  a  foul  taste  came  into  her  mouth.     She  slumped  to 
her  right  on  the  seat  and  with  her  last  conscious  thought 
recited  a  "Hail  Mary"  for  she  knew  instinctively  she  was 
about  to  die. 

The  traffic  went  by  for  several  minutes,  and  no  one 
bothered  to  investigate  the  car  that  had  run  into  the  gate- 
post, though  many  noticed  it  and  thought  it  looked  peculiar. 

After  fifteen  minutes,  a  police  car  driving  by  caught 
sight  of  Mary's  car,  turned  around,  and  stopped  to  investi- 
gate.    By  coincidence,  it  was  P.C.  Patrick  and  P.C.  Brown 
from  53  Division,  the  same  officers  who  had  been  called  to 
the  Board  on  Monday.     When  they  looked  into  the  car,  what 
they  saw  was  the  partially  disintegrated  body  of  a  woman, 
eyes  and  mouth  open,  arms  and  legs  together  in  the  posture 
of  a  dead  animal.     The  front  seat  was  soaked  with  blood  and 
thick,  yellowish  matter.     P.C.  Patrick  smashed  the  driver's 
window  in  at  once  with  his  nightstick,  reached  in,  and  opened 
the  door.     He  and  Brown  recoiled  at  the  stench. 

During  the  next  48  hours,  the  ranks  of  the  Censor  Board 
were  decimated. 

Jeff  Miller's  body  was  found  by  his  wife  in  the  base- 
ment, where  he  had  gone  to  paint  some  furniture.     Half  of  his 
body  had  decomposed  into  a  jelly  of  blood-red  putrescence. 

Vern  Thomas's  body  was  found  in  the  parking  lot  of  the 
Loblaw's  supermarket  at  Bathurst  and  St.  Clair.  A  customer 
had  called  police  to  report  "a  sick  man  in  a  car." 

Marilyn's  fatal  eruption  took  place  at  the  dinner  table 
of  her  parents'  home  in  Scarborough. 

Liz  collapsed  and  began  to  spurt  blood  and  pus  in  the 
lingerie  department  of  The  Bay.     She  was  dead  on  arrival  at 
Wellesley  Hospital. 

Donna  died  in  bed  while  her  husband  was  out  bowling. 

Bill  Hansen  made  his  wife  cancel  her  beauty  parlor  ap- 
pointment because  he  was  terrified  to  be  left  alone.     She  sat 
home  with  him  and  tried  to  calm  him  down.     Then  he  seemed  to 
go  into  a  daze,  told  his  wife,  "I  don't  want  you  to  see  it 
happen,"  and  locked  himself  in  the  bathroom.     When  the  neigh- 
bors broke  down  the  door,  they  found  him  dead. 

Ten  other  censors  were  found  dead,  including  some  part- 
timers  who  had  not  been  anywhere  near  the  Board  all  week. 
One  of  the  latter  was  found  in  a  rowboat  on  Lake  Muskoka  by 
the  Ontario  Provincial  Police.     In  every  case,  the  body  was 
found  in  the  same  rigid  posture  as  the  dog  —  eyes  and  mouth 
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open,  and  about  half  the  body  decomposed  into  a  putrid  slime 
of  blood  and  pus. 

Dick  Scott  of  The  Globe  saw  several  of  the  bodies.  The 
story  was  on  the  front  page  of  Monday Ts  paper  and  stayed  on 
the  front  page  for  twelve  consecutive  days. 

All  the  other  censors  and  inspectors,  as  well  as  the 
clerical  staff,  also  experienced  eruptions  during  the  next 
few  days,  but  they  were  not  fatal.     All  those  employees  re- 
fused to  return  to  their  jobs. 

Only  the  cleaners,  two  Portuguese  ladies  who  came  in 
every  night,  were  unaffected  in  any  way. 

Exactly  29  days  after  the  first  dead  dog  was  discovered 
at  the  Board,  others  were  found  in  the  same  condition  in  the 
doorway  of  International  Top  Models  at  709  Yonge  St.,  on  the 
roof  of  Robert  Mann  Men's  Wear  at  673  Yonge  St.,  in  the  park- 
ing lot  of  the  Ministry  of  Correctional  Services  at  2001  Eg- 
linton  Ave.  East,  on  the  front  steps  of  Harlequin  Romances  in 
Don  Mills,  on  the  lawn  of  the  Provincial  Legislature  in 
Queen's  Park,  on  the  plaza  of  Commerce  Court  West  in  the  fi- 
nancial district,  and  in  front  of  Holt  Renfrew  on  Bloor  St. 

The  pus-bloated  animal  found  on  the  doorstep  of  The 
People's  Church  in  Willowdale  was  mistaken  for  a  dog  but  was 
later  identified  as  a  hyena  by  officials  from  the  Metro  Zoo. 
They  insisted,  however,  that  it  was  not  one  of  theirs. 
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